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Out of the blue I received this email... 


Dear Ralph, I hope this finds you and yours well , please allow me to introduce myself. 


My name is Jack Bentata and I try to coordinate events at JW3 , debates and speakers and so on. I am grateful as ever for 
Marion’s introduction 


I understand that you can the details as above and please can you., whilst replying , give me a title for your talk of circa 
35/42 minutes followed by a O and A ? 


You have enjoyed a remarkable career in hospitality , which like all enterprises had a beginning , we are very appreciative 
to you , for affording us some of your time, doubtless enhanced by the promise of a bagel ! 


We normally start in the cafe downstairs in the ineluctable cafe downstairs from about 12.34 for our group , senior in 
years , youthful at heart, to meet and eat with new friends and old 


How could I refuse, after all it was a talk about my favourite sub- 


ject...."me” 


Lynn was not overjoyed but eventually did accompany me and actually 
interjected and greatly added to the talk. 


MY TALK 


| guess I’m officially old now because | am vaguely aware that I’m constantly repeating myself. However, the plus side is 
that I’m usually blissfully unaware of it. ...hence the title of my talk. 


Is talk the correct word? | hope you will not be bored and please feel free to ask me any questions at the end. 


|, possibly like many of you here today, have had a very eventful life and in telling my story you may well see similarities 
and share common feelings, remember fondly (or possibly , not so fondly) common places that are mentioned. Possibly 
they may well stir long forgotten memories. 


Hold those thoughts and we can chat about them at the close. 


Ok here it goes...| have recently celebrated my 80 the birthday and in a couple of months, | hope to celebrate 60 years of 
marriage. 


Wow..seems like only yesterday etc etc.. 


My late parents came from distant shores making a life here in England during troubled times. My father from The Rhine- 
land near Bonn and my mother from Danzig (now Gdansk). They escaped persecution both arriving here at the very young 
ages of approx. 17, speaking no English and leaving parents behind to face an unknown fate. 


During covid | spoke to a contemporary with an identical background and we both realised we had a similar family story 
that must be told and we decided that we must chronicle these stories as they are far too important to be allowed to fade 
into obscurity. 
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However, we didn’t feel that our two stories alone would fill a book and then something totally amazing happened. 


| started to get emails, phone calls and messages from the UK, Ireland, Australia, and America. They had heard on the bush 
telegraph about my potential book and they asked if their stories could be included as Covid had given them an ideal time to 
concentrate on getting their own histories down for posterity. 


We suddenly had 20 real life stories so | gave everyone a rough template of how it should be presented and the resultant book 
was a real tribute to these different and yet very similar stories. | called it “A Chapter in The Book” My original cover picture of 
that all too familiar ‘J’ was understandably too much for many contributors and the positivity of a candle flame proved much 
more acceptable. 


| felt that it completed a major stage in my life that | had long wanted to fulfil and it transpired that all of the other contribu- 


tors felt exactly the same. 


Being at the right place at the right time | guess. All copies are accounted for |’m afraid but it is available (free of charge) on the 
internet and I’m happy to give you the link at the end. 


My parents after many fascinating early life adventures found themselves a few street from here in rented rooms in Fellows 
Road (Swiss Cottage) ....see | told you you’d find similarities as | recall my past. During air raids the various tenants sheltered 
under the stairs and that’s the romantic way they met. 


They married in Oxford where they were evacuated to, as Dad was in the army there and | was born in 1944. 


Moving back to London | grew up speaking English and bad German with a love of the great cakes made by the chef of the 
Dorice and frequently eating at The Cosmos also at Swiss cottage ..both very continental memories of ‘back home’ | guess. 


Travel was not really on most peoples’ agenda in those early years but we did travel fairly frequently to the continent and my 
love of travel, hotels and good food meant only one career for me...hospitality. 


| did a four year National Diploma in Hotel Keeping and Catering at Hendon Hotel School graduating in 1964 when | married. 
New job, new wife but with great ambitions.. 


Great friends and despite working crazy hours we managed to enjoy life..The Milk Churn in Hampstead, Witches Cauldron in 
Belsize Square and ten pin bowling were great fun. 


| had a Saturday job in Cohen’s Smoked salmon delicatessen in The Edgware Road near Marble Arch Do any of you remember 
those early 1960 days?...Marble Arch was a very different village then and many show business stars came into our deli the 
fame of which had spread to the States. | was young and religiously collected their autographs even though | really had no idea 
who they were. Reading from my old battered autograph book reveals names like..Marion Ryan, Bob Monkhouse, Jill Day, Lita 
Rosa, Alfie Bass, Bernie Winters, Shirley Bassey, Ronnie Carroll, Andre Melly, Joyce Blair, Matt Monro, Ronnie Carrol, Paul 
Robeson, Michael Ralph, Adele Leigh, Patrick Holt, Godfrey Evans, Harry Corbett (Sooty), David Kossof, Sydney James, Anne 
Shelton, James Mason and Alma Cogan. 


Many years later | actually managed that wonderful institution and also the one near John Barnes Swiss Cottage (near John 
Barnes ) at Swiss Cottage 


As Fresh Food and Quality Control Manager for the group one of my duties was control of the group’s kitchen in Camden 
town. Herrings in barrels were prepared here and fresh fish was fried in egg and matzo meal daily and then delivered to all the 
branches from Gants Hill, Heston, Edgware,Temple Fortune, Golders Green, Finchley Road, St. Johns Wood etc. In order to 
avoid my day clothes taking on the fried fish smell | asked the manageress there if | could change in her flat. | was young and 
quite embarrassed at removing my trousers in a strange room but looking round to make sure | was alone | lowered them and 
then immediately heard a “ Wow look at that” | pulled them up with incredible speed. This was my first encounter with a 
speaking mynah bird. 


This reminds me of a totally unrelated story about a burglar creeping around a dark room who was suddenly alarmed by a 
voice saying “Jesus is watching you”. He stood stock still in fright but when he heard nothing else, he slowly resumed creeping 
furtively across the room again when he heard the voice again . This time it said ...” Jesus is still watching you”. 
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He slowly shone his torch around the room and then saw the source of the voice........ and with obvious relief he said 
” Thank heavens, you’re a parrot” The parrot then said . “ Yes | am, but Jesus is the rottweiler” 


| started collecting menus around that time and after 60 years amassed a unique collection which we donated to Westminster 
Hotel School . Actually we were bribed..a meal in their student restaurant in exchange for my vast collection. 


| photographed them all prior to my donation and produced 9 volumes of unique books which again are available on the inter- 
net. These menus are so fascinating to look at reflecting easting out tastes and prices never to be seen again. Many of the fa- 
miliar London restaurants had my menus in their establishments. 


Photography has been a lifelong love of mine and in typical German fashion | started chronicling my life in numbered albums 
from the age of 6 .Finally over 70 albums stood proudly on my study shelves at home but then digital photography arrived and 
| started printing out my Photo History Volumes. These are an irreverent combination of my thoughts on life, photos of family, 
London as it developed and views, graffiti. ..in fact anything that took my fancy. | am now able to bore for Briain and believe it 
or not...! am now on volume 165 And yes...you’ve guessed it, they are all also downloaded to the internet. 


Meanwhile my catering career had slowly diversified from running restaurants including the Wheatsheaf in Viginia Water with 
25 rooms, 6 specialty bars, 4 restaurants and afternoon garden teas. 


| ran a restaurant in Berwick Street when Soho was Soho with strip clubs, dirty book shops and other dubious fascinating 
amusements before it was sterilised and lost all its charm. Despite all the apparent sleaze there it was very village-like in its 
atmosphere and | knew all the locals from market stall holders to strippers, villains and 


My days running Kenco in Golders Green was a nightmare with spoilt local kids table hopping and showing off...but it turned 
out to be that a good training ground for running Kenco in The Kings Road in the swinging 60’s. That was where it all happened 
and it was again hard work, long hours but great fun and this was where everyone came to ‘be see’ . 


| started my own catering company around that time and my main market was for home and marquee catering for the London 
Jewish clientele. 


As you can imagine, many years of this fairly specialised style of catering yielded a whole variety of fascinating scenarios; 


One of the memorable days was in the time when what were then known as ‘recreational drugs’ were present at many young 
parties . One particular crowd we catered for frequently were all based around Maida Vale & St John’s Wood areas. One of the 
pretty female guests bought a fairly plain chocolate cake into the kitchen. | thought no more about it until several guests came 
in asking” where’s the chocolate cake Ralph?” | suddenly twigged it was a cannabis cake and the party progressed very cheer- 
fully, one of my young waitresses came into the kitchen and announced” Slow down service Ralph, they’re passing the joint 
around”. My less worldly washer-up then remarked. “ | thought we’d already finished the main course” 


On a similar debauched vein but this time with a considerably older crowd, | was catering a very up-market small dinner party 
in an exclusive St John’s Wood penthouse with its own lift access. | was preparing a rather special meal when one of my team 
came into the kitchen. She said “ Ralph, it’s getting a bit hot in there”. | remarked that it was probably hotter in the kitchen. 
She shrugged her shoulders and went back into the main room. A little while later she came back in and repeated “ it’s getting 
even hotter in there”. | said quite innocently “ maybe see if you can open a window” She retorted “ You don’t understand what 
| mean...what I’m trying to say is that it’s getting quite hot between the guests in there” | slowly realised that possibly my su- 
perb food offering was now becoming very secondary to the main offerings that evening 


Suddenly the host appeared saying “fabulous Ralph, that'll be fine, you can all leave now” 


He then proceeded to carry all the remaining plates to the lift, gave my staff a very generous tip and we slowly realised that the 
meal had been the preliminary to much more interesting ‘happenings than the main course. 
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Every year we catered at Ascot for a very prestigious firm of barristers from well-known London Chambers. We established 
our field kitchen adjacent to the marquee where we served the lunch. Drink flowed and very quickly we were aware of a very 
intoxicated clientele. Over the years we realised that this was the accepted norm. My manageress made us aware of a neigh- 
bouring group of ladies where one particular lady was, how shall | put it, not sitting in a very ladylike fashion and in doing so 
was attracting a group of admiring male passers-by. | pointed out that this was nothing to do with our party and anyway what 
could she do about this. “I’m going over there to tell her off, was her reply” which is exactly what she did. We watched in hor- 
ror as she strode purposefully across the grass and we then saw the ‘lady’ adjust her position, obviously to the disappoint- 
ment of several male viewers ..Wowever two minutes later she flopped back into her previous drunken pose and my manager- 
ess gave up her efforts as being in vain. 


Our catering company became well established and we subsequently opened a deli in Cockfosters followed rapidly by number 
two in Radlett. 


Our catering continued but the internet changed its format virtually overnight. From private clientele to corporate and we 
were one of the very first .com companies with clients ranged from Major banks, hospitals, and hundreds of household names 
over many years. 


One of my loves was product development and we exhibited at Tastes of London in Regents Park, Design centre in Islington 
and many farmers markets. | introduced Sticky Toffee Pudding to London and it became a real success. My ice cream recipe 
development was a fascinating aspect and many novel bombes and dessert specials found their way to market including Xmas 
Pudding ice cream and advocaat bombes rippled with cherry brandy. 


Our soups were at the forefront of the organic and natural wave of foods and Steve Allen gave us a great plug during his early 
morning show when he said Ralph’s Zoupernatural soups are so very tasty and went on describing the varieties we had taken 
with real chutzpah in to his studio in Leicester Square. 


My final new product was a soft drink consisting of 5 pure juices with seven natural botanicals which we named Sass This was 
a very long and expensive road bringing it to market. From the initial concept trialled at Muswell Hill and Ally Pally Farmers 
Markets through to major production which included research at major juice companies, botanical houses, graphic artists and 
marketing companies culminating taking over an entire drinks production run and warehousing before launching at two stag- 
es at Glastonbury. Sass was also seen at Google Campus in the new Granary Square, Conde Nast in Soho, major fashion shops 
in Carnaby Street, Brick Lane and we had a great Twitter following. Our competition had bottomless pockets but we still feel 
passionately that it is a winner so anyone out there interested in a well-researched product ...see me afterwards. It’s all ready 
to hit the market! 


Retirement at 75 was not easy after such a varied and busy life but now Lynn, my very patient wife and occasional BBQ assis- 
tant and driver have time to devote to other important issues. 


35 years ago whilst trekking with a party of guys | had visited Sikles School which was a really tiny remote school high in the 
Himalayan foothills. They asked, when we got home, if we could send them books. Once back home and working long hours, | 
must admit it got forgotten until five years ago | remembered the school and got in touch. To cut a very long story short we 
managed to get books and money from kind friends to send out. The actual logistics of getting the books there was hard but 
we felt that there was a good chance that the donated money might not arrive by bank transfers etc. so | planned to trek 
there personally with a friend, who, at the last minute was unable to trek with me. This is where my long suffering wife Lynn 
bravely offered her services...little did she know what was involved!! 


We flew to Katmandu and then took our lives in our hands on the scary bus trip to Pokhara along the worst roads imaginable. 
Then meeting our sherpa and guide we trekked for a round trip of ten days. One day included a 15 hour trek where a search 
party was sent from a local village to assist us back. We stayed overnight in really isolated basic home stays. When we eventu- 
ally arrived, the school were so delighted. Gesuba, the head teacher who calls us Mum and Dad and all the girls danced in the 
playground prior to a three hour ceremony with us seated in the playground for speeches decked with garlands of marigolds. 
A high point was seeing our books in their small library. They bought a computer etc with the money and sound system etc . 
This year we collected over £2000 on my birthday with our great friends making donations and this has just been sent to the 
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school again and they confirmed today they have bought a named computer with a sound system and enabled WC improve- 
ments and water supply improvements. 


More locally, Lynn and | have volunteered for several years in a tree planting programme in Enfield and our group of volun- 
teers have now completed the planting of over 100, 000 trees all along the Enfield Chase and London Loop with over 5000 
this year alone. We were so sad to see many failures during the drought period but also many successes so we are leaving a 
great heritage for the future generations doing something we believe in. 


A more bizarre volunteering exercise | am now involved with is “COW WATCHING.. Has anyone heard of this?? No, | also had 
no idea what that involved either. Our local open spaces and parks are trialing cow grazing in open areas to keep weed and 
grass growth down and the selected delightful cows are a docile breed known as Red Poll. They wear a tag and this gives a 
small shock if they stray out of the designated area. We can also locate them using a GPS signal. They are inquisitive and if 
they start examining startled picnickers we have to explain that they are harmless . 


We strongly encourage volunteering in anything that takes your fancy and we find that the more ‘out of ones comfort zone’ 
the better. Besides actually contributing to society and putting something back one actually benefits both in personal self- 
esteem with the added benefit of making new friends in a really diverse environment irrespective of age and background. 


For many years, on the last Friday of every month | have walked with a group of lads (as many as 25 on our mailing list). The 
term ‘lads’ has become a misnomer as we are actually all now pretty aged. The walk itself used to be to a predetermined pub 
with great chats about life and politics and then onwards to knock up about 8-9 miles. However, the walk nowadays seems to 
be slower and shorter now terminating at the chosen pub with conversations including diverse illnesses and tablets 


lam a total idiot with maths but somehow one of our group persuaded me to assist in Maths tuition in local schools and | only 
got away with it by being one lesson ahead of my 6 year old students.. Covid, unfortunately put an end to this. 


However Lynn and | found a new volunteering project in water margin and flood prevention locally. This involved us donning 
enormous one-piece waders and planting reeds and other plants in newly dug scrapes and ponds which were sited to allevi- 
ate local flooding. A hard job was Himalayan Balsam bashing which is the name given to our task of flattening and removing 
these invasive weeds from local rivers and river banks. Some hilarious duckings etc were often experienced but somehow | 
managed to become an official volunteer leader with Thames 21 working along the Thames riverside and being responsible 
for the safety of lesser mortals. 


We try to keep fit and Lynn runs daily at 6.00am round our local park for the hour whilst | swim at the local Leisure Centre 
with a great group of varying ages and backgrounds.. We have made many friends doing this. Park Runs are our regular Satur- 
day morning activity and we have completed almost 50 x 5km park runs 


Ok Ralph...be truthful Lynn runs and | walk and am consistently the last one out of over 250 every week. Lynn beats me by at 
least 10 minutes every week. 


We are currently talking to a wonderful Hospice for terminally ill folk with a view to becoming Compassionate Neighbours and 
we have now just completed our induction so this is a real emotional challenge and | am currently discussing the creation 
of catering workshops with them. 


| have just become a conduit for many local organisations with one common aim : to make our local shopping and main street 
environment greener and more friendly. This involves many local people such as great artists, two schools, Enfield Council 
and landscaping department and Southgate Civic Trust and several other local groups. We are adding parklets and seating 
and greening the area around Southgate Tube Station but it is a hard fight against apathy. 


There is so much to do and while we have our strength we will continue because it seems that we make new friends and we 
seem to be making a visible difference so hopefully our late parents who struggled through so much to make a new life will be 
proud of us. 


|“ 


The mantra | respect is “ Tread not where the path may lead....go instead where there is no path and leave a trai 
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May 2024 
Apologies for this lengthy previous diatribe but | guess the reason has been explained. 


This Volume, again, shows many fun and fascinating times Lynn and! enjoyed together and despite sad world news plus an 
election looming, we manage to remain sane and laugh a lot. On a UK political level, | now have absolutely no faith in any poli- 
tician or political party and feel that there is no one out there that represents me, my attitudes, or my feelings. | know | am 
cynical but | feel this is with good reason and behind all ‘elected’ representative lies a hidden agenda (not even well hidden in 
some cases). This boils down to financial gain or power , or both, and really is not a good reason for governing. As | said, |ama 
self-acknowledged cynic but as | am now 80 | feel that these past years has given me the right to express my views. Years of 
watching events unfold gives one an insight that can only come with maturity and |doso here but! do not impose my views 
on others. Shame that other people with strong views do not employ the same restraints. Anyway, on with my Photo Volumes 
and it’s hard to believe that there have been 163 previous ones. 


Boring??? 


Possibly...but if that is the case, may | politely enquire, “Why are you reading them?” 


A really great, fun-packed weekend at the end of May (the bank holiday) was spent as a two centre time. On the Friday 
we drove to Bath to watch Peachy in Metamorphoses.. This was in Theatre Royal in Bath.. (The young performers Thea- 
tre called ‘EGG’ ) The whole concept was very different with some great performances and was well staged and timed. Our 
Peachy was really great and the applause after her solo act was witness to this. We stayed in The Travelodge very close to 
the theatre and prior to the performance we found a bar close to the street below where there were a couple of tables 
away from the mad Bath scene so we got a couple of drinks and prepared to relax away from the crowds. 


However, Bath Council had other ideas..Bank Holiday is dustbin collection day 
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We laugh a lot and | really think that that is what my life in hospitality has allowed me to enjoy...Meeting people and maybe in 


my small way contributing to other people’s enjoyment of life 


| am so sorry to have gone on for so long and | do hope | haven’t bored you but | guess it isn’t easy to compress ones’ life into 


a few pages. 


Thank you for your patience 3500 words 


Lynn accompanied me to my talk, sitting next to me and adding the occasional reminder of exact details. Afterwards she 
reminded me of lots | had omitted, but frankly | was unsure how long the ‘captive’ audience could tolerate my ramblings 


! received this email after my talk. 
Dear Ralph, | was sorry to miss your entertaining and doubtless self deprecating discourse 
about your eventful life 


Those who attended , were enthralled and we are most grateful to Marion who facilitated 
your visit , Sandra for chairing and Clive’s vote of thanks 


“1 don’t believe it, | just sat down 


and this dustcart stopped next to 
the table to load up the bins” 


“This must be a joke ..e 


second one in this tiny 
narrow street!” 


This page is a load of rubbish _ | 


a 


“| just don’t believe it ..how many 
dustcarts can there be in Bath?? 


“This must be Candid Camera....yet 
another one!!! 
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A magnificent tree in a square just 
round the corner from The Pump House 
and Baths 


Bath is so vibrant and so much happening 
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_ Peachy in Metamorphoses at The Egg Theatre 
(Theatre Royal, Bath) in May 2024 


Various acts in the show 


Afterthe | 
Show 


FESTIVAL cos 


23.26 MAY, DILLINGTON ESTATE. SOMERSET “our Saber 


Shindig Festival 2024. was the 10th and 
_ possibly the last of DP’s great festivals. We 


SHINDIG 2024 TICKETS » 


had such a great time there 
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DP (Aka ‘FLUFFY’) introduc- 


ing Willow and her group 


B 


eau with Meena 


fi ae 
_— 
Kali i e 


a 


5) 


(J) 
€ 
=) 
Pp 
wn 
fe) 
O 
r 
n 
uo 
e 
ea 
fe) 
— 
vo 
(= 
= 
s 
(J) 
= 
=) 
uo 
aS 
iS) 
oO 
ze} 
je} 
Pu) 
oO 
> 
oO 
fe 
J 


Photo History 


So glad we didn 
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A fun procession 


Acrobatics from a taxi base with Dillington 
Estate House in the bckground 


% Cline tm, 
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The grand luxurious 


alternative to getting 


wet and muddy in 
tents.. 
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We took train to Suffolk and stayed with 
Cyril and Viv at their house in South- 
wold. Walking to the town across the 
marshes we saw these wonderful wild 


foxgloves everywhere 
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The old harbour at Southwold 
still echoed it’s fishing past 
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..and this one too 
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The golden sandy 
beach at Southwold, 
but | guess the cold 

and miserable weather 
kept families away 
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wey 


Southwold is a 
really pretty un- 
spoilt quite 
sleepy town so 
eat es ~«when the circus 
pe ee i arrives and starts 
y = setting up on the 
old green areas it 
seems like a mas- 
sive organised 
invasion 
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| The show attracts thousands of people and major queues formed all 


horse and traps with beautifully attired passengers 
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the show 


Marshalls and judges 
still wear bowlers 


The floral displays | 


were excellent 

but we didn't 
agree with their 
chosen winners.. 


Woeltiampnhora 


minor 


These predator Plants 
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It certainly is not as easy 
as the shearer made it look 


This ‘do-it-yourself’ version 


will never catch on 
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We were actually lucky to find one sow, or pig, awake 


We actually thought the pigs were 


more attractive than some of the dogs 


with their owners 
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“No, you said you had the 
spanner! !!!” 


37 


Photo History 


It’s ok folks, 
I’ve just found 
out where that 

rude noise 
came from 
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We walked round Ipswich harbour area which was very ‘gentrified but 


Photo History nearby were some fascinating forgotten parts of the ‘old Ipswich’ 
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lam sure these sad empty buildings 
have a whole host of stories to tell 
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This old roof fascinated me but | couldn’t 
get to this hidden gem 
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Acupuncture 


Susticilic vinotng affordable healthcare to Suffolk 
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The June ‘Lads’ walk started from Highgate Station via Finsbury Park and 
Woodberry Downs ending in Stoke Newington and Abney Park Cemetery 


Woodberry Down - The Reservoirs 
Wildlife Information Board 
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Woodberry Downs and 
Clissold Park 
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original features despite being gentrified 
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Welcome to Abney Park 


Abney Park Cemetery is Hackney's peaceful woodland oasis, a nature 
reserve and place of remembrance. 

One of London's ‘Magnificent Seven’ garden cemeteries, it was created 
in 1840 as an arboretum as well as a burial ground. 


| guess we were lucky we all 


made it out again!! 
Now a grade II registered historic park and 


Reserve, it remains the final resting place of aroun 
all walks of life. No longer a working cemetery, it is a 


walk, relax, reflect, explore, enjoy nature, and leam about 
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The Stoke Newing- 
ton Pub lunch yield- 
ed some great 
home made steak 


and ale pies and 


was a well chosen 
destination 
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.. looking through this Volume | hope you will agree that it is, if 
nothing else, a very varied volume and as it took an age to compile , 
| hope you will also agree that it was worth while. 


| realise that in knowing my photos will eventually be ‘short-listed’ 
to be included, focuses my walks and daily life to record things that 
we both enjoy and in doing so will eventually give us pleasure in 
looking back and remembering places, people and our surround- 


ings. 


These volumes may be of interest in the future because so much of 
what is written and photographed in all these numerous volumes, 
will never again be part of anyone's life . 


| know that | enjoy looking at old photos and places and seeing how 
things have changed and even today when a crowd of us swimmers 
went for a coffee together one of our party , Des, commented that 
he will be 90 in August and feels he has seen more changes in his 
life that any previous generation has seen. | guess he is right and 
so many of my contemporaries do not make a permanent record of 
their life in any form and | really feel that their descendants would 
love to know about their predecessors. 


Maybe I’m wrong ...but time will tell. 


June 2024 


